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in the cro'wd and not think of themselves as separate egos. How did
Lawrence end his last days ? By drugging himself with speed, by doing
setitry-go over petrol dumps. Never anything worthwhile. And the little
time he had left to Hmself he collected Air Force obscenities which he
published prrvately in The Mint."
Oace on the question of Lawrence, he forgot economics and went
into anecdotes, He said:
*'A. number of friends met at Martins Bank to consider a memorial
to Lawrence. One suggested that his face be carved on the rocks of
Arabia, but he had overlooked the fact, which I had to point out to him,
that the Mosleras object strongly to the making of graven images. Then
came the suggestion, that there was a certain book of which he had heard
privately, "whack could be published as a memorial to its author. He told
us that Lawrence Kad told him about this book on the understanding
that he was act to -whisper a word about this to anybody else. Of course
we soon discovered that Lawrence had mentioned the book to each one
of us on the same promise. I had to show my copy to convince them
that I, too, was in the know. Lawrence had that habit of making each
feel that he alone was in. his confidence. Need I say that the book suggested
was none oth.er than The Mint!"
Standing en my lawn I saw in the distance, in the spinney at the far
end of the garden, a dark figure busily intent. He seemed to be shifting
things into th.e lane skirting the garden.
He did it qirite methodically and without hurry. There was his
perambulator laden with sacks and as soon as he saw me he moved to-
wards me and at once started talking. He was a thin man, upright,
bearded and clothed in good quality clothes which were in a very sad
state, He tai slept the night in the spinney and had already breakfasted
in the true Stevenson manner. He thought an explanation was necessary
and so started from, first principles on a long philosophical discourse. He
expressed Ms belieFin the all-kind sun, the Futurer as he called it, the
Giver-of-light and "wraith and food! The word Futurer was new to me
and whtn. I asked Mm to explain it, he said, that "the sun worried like
a mother about my fixture, your future." He recited, he sang and made
movements ^dh'his hands as in a static dance. He told me that he was
born in Dublin, he was not sure how long ago and refused to fit into
humdrum, life, C*I am a poet/' he said, "if you know what that is, and a
poet must be Rear to nature." While he drank the tea and ate the sand-